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A FOOLISH UNDERTAKING, 


An apprentice in Boston, left his employer, in 
the cold weather of March last, and was supposed 
to have gone to sea. He was at a good place, 
and well provided for, and Mr. W, his employer, 
made as much of him,.as if he was his own son. 
He has no parents living; they died when he was 
quite small. He left on Monday, and did not 
make his appearance for two days. 

Mr. W. could not account for the sudden dis- 
appearance of his boy, for he had no reason to 
suspect any such thing happening. Tuesday 
morning Mr. W. was telling a gentleman of the 
circumstance, and the gentleman knowing that he 
was treated well, remarked, that he would soon be 
glad to come back again, as the weather was quite 
cold, and he would find that he could not get a 
place that would suit him so well as the one he 
had left. 

Thinking this to be somewhat true, his employ- 
er said but little more about it to any one. And, 
sure enough, he came home about 6 o’clock the 
next night, exhausted from hunger and cold. His 
master received him into his house, as pleasantly 
as if nothing had transpired; thinking that his 
sufferings by cold and hunger would be punish- 
ment enough, and that kind treatment would 
make him ashamed of what he had done. After 
he had sufficiently warmed himself, he had a good 
supper provided for him. When he had finished 
his supper, Mr. W. requested him to come up into 
the sitting room, as he wished to talk with him. 
He went up immediately. Mr. W. questioned him 
very good-naturedly, asking him where he had 
been, and what could induce him to leave him so 
unfairly. He said a boy persuaded him to go. 
He asked him if he did not think he was very 
wrong in so doing; to which he replied, ‘‘ I have 
acted like a fool.” He inquired of him where he 
went on Monday and Tuesday; and he said he 
went to Waltham on Monday, and Tuesday he 





BOSTON, June 29, 1838. 


went?to Lowell. He asked him if he walked to 
those places;—he said he walked to Waltham, 
and went in the cars to Lowell. He had only a 
dollar with him when he started. He asked him 
if he had had any thing to eat, and where he slept; 
he said he had eat nothing since he Jeft home, but 
he slept in a tavern; for the boy borrowed half his 
money, and the rest would only pay his expenses 
for travelling. Mr. W. talked to-him sometime 
about it, informing him he had done very wrong in 
going off as he did. He asked himif he had been 
used well,—he ‘said he had, and could find no 
fault. It is very evident he could find no fault, 
for if he had been ill used, he would not have been 
so likely to have returned. He has now resolved 
to attend to his business, and not cause his mas- 
ter any more tiouble, for he is convinced that 
should he leave, he never would get any man to 
do so well by him, as his present master. Now 
what satisfaction did he get by running away; and 
what was the result? He spent his dollar, suffer- 
ed greatly from cold, and hunger; and not only 
that, but laid himself liable to a fit of sickness, and 
perhaps death. 

I hope that all the little readers of this paper, 
will think how much he must have suffered by his 
foolish conduct, and that they will never forsake a 


seeking a better one. A Yourn. 

The above story is a true one; it was written 
by a lad and published in the Youth’s Cabinet, in 
March last. The Apprentice Boy alluded to, was 
enticed away by a bad boy, with whom he became 
acquainted. He behaved very well for several 
walter his return; but has again absented him- 
selfM@a¥ing a note for his master, saying that he had 
‘** gone tosea.”” He has not beenheard of for sev- 
eral weeks; and is probably on board some fishing 
vessel, or whaleman. There, he will have hard 
usage enough; will be carried far from home and 
from his best friends, without the power of return- 
ing—(something like the pig in the cart, as seen 
in the Picture above.) He may be shipwrecked 
and cast upon a desolate island; and as he is very 
small of his age and of slender constitution, it is 
doubtful whether he ever returns. Now if he 
thought he ‘‘ acted like a fool” before, he has 
been much more foolish since. He was probably 
enticed away, as before, by some evil designing 
person. So much for forsaking home, and friends 
and duty. Truly ‘‘ the ways of transgressors are 
hard.” 
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THE TEACHER’S REWARD. 

‘* Pray, what are you thinking about so serious- 
ly, my dear?” said Mrs. G , the superinten- 
dent of one of our city schools, addressing a youth- 
ful teacher, who, apart from every body else, was 
sitting in a profound reverie. 

‘*T was thinking,” replied the young lady, rais- 
ing her head from her hand, while a shade of sor- 
row darkened her usually bright features, ‘‘ I was 
thinking, Mrs. G , that I ought to resign my 
class.” 

**Resign your class!” exclaimed Mrs. G , 
** Why, my dear Anna, do tell me what has put 
so strange an idea into your head? Ithought you 
were particularly interested in the Sunday School, 
and would be most unwilling to leave it.”’ 

** And so J should be deeply grieved to do so,” 
replied Miss Murray, ‘‘ but I have been reflecting 
very seriously about it, and if you will sit down 
here a moment before the school opens, I will ex- 
plain to you my reasoms. It is just two years since 














I entered this Sunday School. You do not know 
with what heartfelt satisfaction I sat down in this 
very spot, to take charge of three interesting little 
girls; and how often during the week, I wished 
the Sunday morning to arrive, that I might return 
to my new and Gelightful duties. I looked upon 
my pupils as fair and valuable flowers, which had 
been given me to train on earth, that they might 
bloom in Heaven; and I felt sure that I should 
never be weary of imparting tothem, the knowledge 
that I possessed myself.” 

‘*And you have found, perhaps,” said Mrs. 
G , ‘that hours of weariness would overtake 
you, and the delightful duty has grown tiresome 
and uninteresting.” 

**Oh no, you must not form so poor an opinion 
of me,” said Miss Murray. ‘‘ I hope Ihave more 
stability than that. But let me tell you all. Time 
went on. Sunday after Sunday passed by, my 
children improved, and I felt quite happy. Lydia 
learned to read very nicely, and Mary committed 
her catechism and Scripture lessons as well as I 
could wish; but by and by I began to ask myself 
the question, What real good are my instructions 
doing these dear children? I began to look for 
the spiritual fruit of my labors. They were im- 
proved in a worldly sense, but they did not appear 





good home, ora good place, for the purpose of | to feel that interest in eternal things, that I had 


hoped and expected.” 

** Did you ever pray for them, my dear Anna? 
A Sunday School teacher can do nothing without 
prayer.” 

**Oh yes, my dear Mrs. G , frequently and 
fervently have I prayed for ablessing on my class, 
and my labors in it; but iny prayers were not an- 
swered, and I became discouraged. Still, how- 
ever, I went on, and a year found my little girls 
increased to the number of six; in most cases in- 
dustrious and attentive, and as faultless, as per- 
haps poor human nature can be, but far, very far 
from exhibiting any proofs of piety. They learn- 
ed their lessons because they loved me, and were 
anxious to do anything to give me pleasure; but 
they did not feel the importance of them, or apply 
them to their hearts as [ wished, and thus another 
twelve month has rolled away. I have talked 
with them most seriously, I have pointed out to 
them the immense value of their souls, but they 
are still volatile and worldly; and just now, my 
dear madam, I was revolving it in my mind, 
whether I ought not to resign my class to some 
one who may, perhaps, have more power in sow- 
ing the good seed than I.” 

‘© You seem to have forgotten, my dear young 
friend,” said Mrs. G , ‘*that although Paul 
may plant, an Apollos water, it is God alone who 
giveth the increase. Have you not been laboring 
too long in your own strength? There is no man 
who has power to change the human heart; that 
must be the work of the Spirit, and | think it is 
presumption in any one to imagine that they, with- 
out God’s grace and aid, can turn a sinner from 
the error of his ways.” 

**God forbid, that I should be guilty of pre- 
sumption,” said Miss Murray, solemnly, ‘‘ but I 
did hope, dear Mrs. G——, to have been the hon- 
ored means of saving one soul at least, and surely 
it is not presumption to hope that.” 

**Not to hope, but to expect it, through the 
agency of our own power,” said Mrs. G . 
‘* You must have patience, Anna; remember our 
Saviour’s parable of the ‘ unjust Judge.’ Ask 
God for the blessing, and labor on, and in His 
own good time it will be granted, if proper in His 
sight.” 

















‘**Then you think I am wrong,” said Miss Mur- 
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ray, after a mornent’s pause, ‘ and would advise | given her heart to a gentleman, at that time pre- 


paring himself for the Christian ministry; and who 
‘* Certainly,” said her friend, ‘‘ and I would | now, having completed his studies, and taken upon 


guard you against expecting too much from your himself the vows of ordination, claimed the fulfil- | were received in the Sabbath School. 


me to continue in the school.” 


pupils, Early piety is of rare occurrence among 
us. ‘The gay and buoyant spirits of childhood .nd 
youth, see the world in its brightest coloring, and 
looking forward to its fancied pleasures, cannot 
realize that they are transient and illusive, and 
shrink from, rather than court, the graver, though 
higher joys of a religious life.” 

‘* But my scholars are not so very young,” said 
Miss Murray. ‘‘ Mary and Lydia are both four- 
teen, and none of the others younger than ten; 
and surely, with constant religious instruction, 
they ought to have benefited by it?” 

* And so you must continue to trust that they 
will,” said Mrs, G , ‘* but you must have faith 
to leave the result of your teaching to God. You 
must go patiently and resolutely forward, scatter- 
ing the good seed, which in His own time will 
yield an abundant harvest. You may sow in tears, 
fearing that your best efforts will prove unavail- 
ing; but you have the Bible’s promise, that you 
shall ‘reap in joy.” Go on, my dearest Anna, 
‘ with perseverance and unshaken faith. You may 
never in this world see the fruit of your work; but 
in eternity, I trust you will find that it has not 
been abortive. ‘Be not weary in well-doing,’ 
says the Apostle, ‘ for in due time you shall reap, 
if you faint not.’ ” 

The bell rang for prayers, as Mrs. G con- 
cluded, and Anna Murray resumed her duties with 
renewed energy, resolved to do her best; and as 
her kind friend had recommended, Jeave the result 
with God, 

Miss Murray, like many other young and en- 
thusiastic persons, had entered the Sunday School, 
with heart and head ready for the work, and de- 
termined to discharge the duties of her office with 
untiring zeal. She was always punctual, always 
serious, always ready with the lessons. Her own 
heart had been early awakened to a knowledge of 
its spiritual wants, and she fed with eagerness 
upon the Bread of Life, dispensed in; the sanctu- 
ary; but, little accustomed to childrer, and quite 
inexperienced with regard to their various faults 
and foibles, she expected that they, like herself, 
would feel the importance of religion, and embrace 
its truths at once. She talked to them of the Sa- 
viour, and they listened attentively; but they did 
not appear to feel as she did, the value of His 
atonement, and the merit of His death. The re- 
lation of his sufferings brought no tear into their 
eyes, and scarcely awoke an emotion in their 
hearts, and she wondered at their indifference. 
She told them of their sinfulness in the-sight of 
God, and of His anger against the transgressors 
of His laws; but it calied forth in them no repen-, 
tant feelings, and Anna despaired at once of mak- 
ing them Christians. She prayed for them during 
the week, but when on the following Sunday she 
met them as thoughtless and wayward as before, 
she imagined that her prayers had not been heard; 
and when, at last, two whole years passed away, 
and they had not come willingly forward, and de- 
voted their young hearts to God, she almost de- 
termined, as we have seen, to forego all further 
labor with them, and to place them in other hands 
for future instruction. Herconversation, however, 
with her friend, Mrs. G , had in a measure 
recalled her to a sense of her real duty, and she 
sat down to her lesson with new hope, and looked 
upon her children with new delight. 

Another year rolled away, with all its varied 
events, and at the expiration of it, Anna again felt 
that she had done but little, but she did not, as 
formerly, despair; Mrs. G had, from time to 
time, encouraged her to proceed with diligence, 
and it was a comfort to her to reflect, that she 
had left no opportunity unimproved, where she 
could, either by counsel or reproof, benefit her 
pupils. The conclusion of this year, however, 
brought with it another circumstance, that called 
Miss Murray to resign her class in reality. 



































Fibat young disciple; those precious seasons I shall 
jt soon forget. 

‘A learned that her first religious impressions 

She often 


ment of her promise, and waited to convey his spoke of her teacher with much affection; and 


young wife to a new home in one of the western 


when her Sabbath School associates visited her, 


settlements of our State, where a small band of|she faithfully and affectionately urged them to 


Episcopalians had called him as their pastor. 


embrace the Saviour and prepare for death. 


We pass over the regret which Miss Murray | Some time in the month of June she began to hope 
felt at parting with her fellow-teachers, and all the | that she was a child of God. When told by the 


members of the Sunday School; the tears which 


physicians some weeks afterwards, that she could 


she shed, as she bade each of her weeping pupils} not recover, she was not in the least excited, but 
farewell; and that deeper grief of separating, al- spoke with great calmness, of leaving her friends, 
most for the first time, from her beloved parents, | and told her mother that the separation would not 
affectionate sisters, and every relative of the do-|be long. _ 

mestic circle. A short but happy week was spent} About six weeks before she died, as I entered 
with her friends, after the marriage ceremony had|her room, with an expression of countenance 
been performed, and then, Mr. and Mrs. Lawton | easier conceived than described, she said, ‘‘ O, I 
departed for the West. Anna left her home with | am glad to see you; I wanted to tell you about my 


many tears, but her new abode was only a few 


dream last night. I thought that I was dying, 


days journey from the city, and while she looked | and I felt very happy. I thought I saw my dear 
backward with regret, hope and happiness beck- mother weeping ; and I told her not to weep, for I 
oned her forward. She entered the neat and com-| W288 going to be with my dear Saviour, and she 
fortable dwelling over which she was in future to | Would soon be with me. But when I awoke and 
preside, with a face as bright and cheerful as if a| found that I was still here, I felt disappointed.” 
cloud of sorrow had never dimmed its beauty; But, said I, you are willing to wait God’s time. 
while kind voices welcomed her, and kind hearts “@ yes, He knows best.” She often spoke of 
invoked a blessing on her head, she almost ceased | the great love of Christ in dying for sinners, and 


to remember that she was among strangers, 


she seemed to have a very strong desire to unite 


Willingly would we linger over the early days with the people of God in commemorating that 
of wedded love, and picture our young friend in dying Love to which she felt indebted for all her 
her new home, and witness her fulfilment of her | hopes of Heaven; and the Lord granted her this 
untried duties, as the wife of a clergyman; but desire of her heart. Having beea examined by 
this would not comport with our present purpose, the committee and stood propounded the usual 
and we must ask the reader to step forward with|time, on the first Sabbath in November she made 
us ten years. We shall find the once blooming |® Public profession of her faith in Christ, and was 
cheek of Anna Murray somewhat paler than be-| admitted as a member of Salem St. Church: and 
fore, the eye less brilliant, and the fine hair that | for the first and only time on earth, she partook of 
curled upon her forehead, now covered with a|the sacred emblems of her Saviour’s body and 
neat close cap. She is as blest as we can reason- |lood. She then returned to her room, which she 
ably expect to be in this fallen state; four bright | Ve" left again till her happy spirit was released 
and happy children seem like flowers in her path, from earth. . ‘ ; 
and shed a gladsome influence upon her existence.| At one time, near the closing scene, while lying 


’Tis true, sorrow has been hers, for de; ith | 00 her couch with her face toward the wall, she 
rude hand, has snatched from the paren 


lovely blossom, and consigned it to the dus 





fone | @peared to be asleep. As her mother approach- 


“But |ed, she turned her head and looked up, saying, 
her heart bowed in humble submission to the 


‘¢ T seemed to be on the bank of the river Jordan, 


stroke, and, through grace, she was enabled to and I could see Jesus on the other sis, with a 


“ 


kiss the smiting rod. She walks on earth, but great any angels waiting to receive ie.” On 
her hopes are in heaven; and while she is train- Thanksgiving day, Nov. 30, between 1 and 2 
ing up her little ones in the nurture and admoni-|° clock in the afternoon, as her mother was stand- 


tion of the Lord, she is assisted and encouraged 


ing by her side, Susan said, ‘‘ Come, Lord Jesus, 


by her husband, who, as he looks upon her, feels | C°™e quickly.” Her mother asked, does Jesus 


that she is truly ‘‘ a help meet for him.” 
[Remainder in our ‘nezt.] 





appear precious to you now? ‘‘ O yes, O yes.” 
Her mother then asked, can you give me one more 
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smile? She looked up with an expression of coun- 
tenance which seemed to show that Heaven was 
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Written for the Youth's Companion. 


PIHAPPY DEATII OF A SABBATH SCHOLAR. 


near, and without being able to speak again, she 
closed her eyes and fell asleep in Jesus. 
Thus departed this interesting Sabbath School 


Letter from a City Missionary, to the Superintendent of scholar, not quite sixteen years of age. I do not 
the Mission House Sabbath School, dated Boston,| Wonder that her mother loved her. This was her 


March 15, 1838. 


only child, and herself a widow. But, in refer- 


Mr. T. R. Marvin,—Dear Sir,—Agreeable to | ence to this child, I trust that life’s great end was 
your request, I have put a few facts together in accomplished, and her soul fitted for heaven. In 
relation to a case, im which I think the Sabbath | furnishing this notice, it has been my object to en- 
Schoo] under your superintendence will feel deep- | courage teachers to labor for the conversion of their 


ly interested. 


scholars, and to stimulate them to be more faith- 


Susan Muncey was several years a member of ful to those precious souls which may so soon be be- 
the Sabbath School at the Mission House in But-|yond their reach. And I would hope also, that 
tolph St. As she was living out at service, when | the dear youth may feel admonished to be also 
the mornings became short, she found it difficult|*eady; for, although they are young, death may 
to do her duty in the family, and.attend the Sab- | Soon overtake them. Yours, in the best of bonds, 


bath School: On this account she left the school, 
it is believed, some time in October, 1836. About 


Tuomas T'HWING. 























two months from that time she teok a violent cold THE NURSERY. 

which seated on her lungs, and terminated in a| ‘aman wag, 
consumption. In the early part of the last sum- nen ser fee apeer ee a 
mer she spent several weeks at the Hospital, where STORIES OF ELIZABETH.--No, 4, 


she was told by the physicians that she could not} On the morning following, Elizabeth said to her 


recover. As her mother lived out at service, Su- 
san had no home; a boarding place, however, was 
procured for her at the north part of the city, 


father, I have been thinking a great deal about the 
sick man where we called, and the rum which the 
woman wished us to drink: does rum make every 


where, in the course of my visitation I found her, | one sick and poor who drink it? 


Some |I visited her often during her sickness, and it gave 
months before, she had promised her hand, and me great satisfaction to converse and pray with 





Mr. C. No, my daughter, some escape being 
made poor; but nearly all, who use it freely, be- 
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come sick, and all are in danger of being like the 
sick man whom we saw. 

E. Why do not people stop drinking, when it 
does them so much hurt? 

Mr. C. Because they love the strong drink so 
well, that they do not wish to stop. 

E. Does any thing beside rum make people 
drunk, father? 


Mr. C. Yes. Brandy and gin and wine are all |tug of labor is demanded. 


equally hurtful. 


would not have some spirits? 
respectable, but I fear will, before a long time 
has elapsed, become like the sick man. 

E. O father! how sorry | am, for he has a dear 
little girl, and how bad she will feel if her father 
gets drunk, and should be sick. 

Mr. C. It is indeed a pity. Had the poor sick 
man let strong drink alone, he would be now liv- 
ing in the good house which he once owned, and 
his family would be happy, like Mr. L’s wife and 
daughter. 

E. Please, father, tell me more about the sick 
man, what made him leave his good house, and 
live where he now does? 

Mr. C. It is nowtime for the breakfast bell, but 
tomorrow I will tell you. 





DESCRIPTIVE. 





LETTERS FROM SANDWICH ISLANDS.—No. 2. 

Wailuku, Maui, November 3, 1837. 

To rue Reapers or tHE YoyTu’s ComPaNIon. 
My Dear Friends,—I propose to give you some 
account of a little boy who fell from a precipice, 
not long since, and was killed. But I will first 
tell you about the precipices at these islands, and 

what I know of falling from them. 

You have all heard, I suppose, that the Sand- 
wich Islands are of volcanic origin; that is, they 
were probably thrown up from the sea by the ac- 
tion of volcanic fires. On all the islands there is 
abundant evidence of this in the extinguished cra- 
ters, and in the abundance of lava or melted min- 
eral substance, in all stages of decomposition or 
change from stone to earth. The melted lava is 
poured forth from the craters in streams of liquid 
iire. Itis a very light substance, but on cooling 
becomes very hard, cools in every form and shape, 
and is of several colors, according to the charac- 
ter of the minerals, though commonly black, or a 
light reddish brown. I have seen immense fields 
of lava, black as jet, and so sharp that one could 
scarcely set his foot upon it. Such a field, how- 
ever, might become fruitful possibly by a gradual 
change in the material of which it is composed. 
It is drenched with the rains of heaven. The 
winds beat upon it, and drive dust upon it. The 
java alinost imperceptibly, and after a long series 
of years, begins todecay. A little spot of earth is 
formed. The birds as they fly over it, drop, it 
may be, a few seeds—these take root; and thus a 
little verdant spot is seen in the midst of surround - 
ing darkness and desolation. This enlarges from 
year to year, until a smiling village with fruitful 
fields occupy the place over which the waves of 
burning lava once rolled. Such, it is believed, is 
the history of many a verdant spot on all these is- 
lands. So slow and laborious, since man became 
a sinner, and God cursed the ground for his sake, 
isthe work of reformation. An earthquake ina 
single hour buries in ruins a mighty city, with all 
its population, and enterprise, and wealth. An 
age is required to rebuild and people it. One 
eruption of a volcano rolls a burning wave of des- 
olation over a whole island. And this is rebuild- 
ed by the slow process described above—the gain 
is inch by inch. And so, my dear friends, on 
moral subjects, the same holds true. A foreigner 
at these islands, often in a few months, becomes 
as lowin his views, as filthy in his habits and 
manner of living, and in most respects well nigh 
as heathenish as a native born. The facility with 
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Do you remember when we call- | the one indeed which includes all the others, Our 
ed at Mr. L’s in the white house, when we were | father Adam in an evil hour, plucked the forbid- 
out in the sleigh, how the man asked us if we|den fruit. 
The man is now|soon performed. 


lution of heathenism, is perfectly astonishing. _ 1 
actually saw one foreigner, an American I think, 
at Lahaina, at work with the natives in the yard 
of a missionary, having no more clothing than is 
commonly worn, viz. a shirt, and malo, or cloth 
around his loins. So easily do men go down hill. 
But to get a heathen out of the dirt, to elevate 
and civilize one of these degraded people, what a 
Take another case; 


How 
But oh, the deep spread ruin! 
How much did that one act cost the universe! It 
cost God his beloved Son. It cost the Saviour the 
agonies of the cross! It is costing multitudes the 
utter loss of heaven, and the agonies of the second 
death. Blessed be God there is began a redeem- 
ing process, which is to result in restoring this 
poor, faded, dying world, to life and beauty. Yet, 
at present, how slow the process! The field of 
lava, in some respects affords a striking illustra- 
tion of the work which is now in progress of re- 
deeming the world to God and holiness. The 
field of lava, as I have told you, shows the curse 
of God over every part of its surface. Not a ves- 
tige of loveliness remains—not a green spot to 
cheer the eye, not a particle of soil on which to 
scatter seed. And thus it would always remain 
but for the kindly showers of heaven, and the 
winds, which in their progress over this utter des- 
olation, deposit particles of earth from some friend- 
ly soil. So with this poor fallen world. It is ut- 
terly ruined. Sin has blighted every thing lovely 
on the face of the earth, and covered it with pollu- 
tion, and misery, and death; so that when God 
looked down on the children of men, he saw that 
all were gone astray, that there was none good, 
no not one. Hence all that is lovely and good on 
the face of the earth is the product of redeeming 
skill. God has given his beloved Son a propitia- 
tory sacrifice for sinners. Jesus Christ has tasted 
death for every man. In consequence of the 
death and mediation of Christ, the Holy Spirit has 
been shedjdown upon sinners, and many have 
been redeemed to God. But oh, how slow the 
process! How many portions of our common 


How apparently trivialthe deed. 


God, produce nothing on which he can look down 


the earth are utterly desolate; not one verdant 
spot to cheer the eye of God, or angel, or man. 
Were it not for the sweet promises of the gospel, 
had not God said in his word that the whole earth 
should be filled with his glory, we might well de- 
spair of the salvation of the world. Weare under 
infinite obligation to believe all that God has said, 
and confidence in his word will make us very hap- 
py and very diligent. I hope you may all know 
this happiness; and by becoming prayerful and 
diligent may be honored as instruments in the 
this wicked world. Your affectionate friend, 

J.S. GREENE. 





RELIGION. 


J. How shall I feel when I come to die, mother ? 
M. That is what I wish you to think of. When 
you come to lie upon a sick and dying bed, your 
friends will try to do something for you, but they 
can afford little or no mitigation to your sufferings. | 
The physician comes, but his prescriptions are all 
unavailing. The minister comes; he pities and 
prays for you, but all are equally unsuccessful in 
affording you any lasting relief. You find that 
you must die; must bid a last farewell to all earth- 
ly objects. The things of time recede from your 
view; your pain and distress continues to increase, 
till finally you are deprived of your senses. Oc- 
casionally you have some lucid intervals, when 
you reflect that you have never repented, have 
never given your heart to Christ, and feel that 
there is nothing before you but a fearful looking 

for of judgment and fiery indignation. 

J. O, mother, it would, indeed, be an awful 
thing to die such a death. 

M. The only way to escape such a death, is to 
repent. You know you must die. The day will 
surely come; the appointed hour draws near. 
Another reason why you do not repent, is, be- 
cause you do not think how you shall feel when 
you come to stand before God in judgment. To 
assist you in trying to realize what will then be 
your situation I will relate an anecdote. ‘‘ In 
January last,’’ said a pious father, in writing to 
a friend, ‘‘I dreamed that the day of judgment 
had come. I saw the Judge on his great white 
throne, and all nations were gathered before him. 
My wife and I were onthe right hand; but I could 
not see my children. I said, I cannot bear this. 
I will go and seek them. I went to the left hand 
of the Judge, and there found them all standing in 
the utmost despair. As soon as they saw me, 
they caught hold of me, and said, ‘‘ O! father, we 
will never part.” I said, my children, I am come 
to try, if possible, to get you out of this awful sit- 
uation. So I took them all with me, but when [ 
come near the Judge, I thought he cast an angry 
look and said, ‘‘ What do thy children with thee 
now? They would not take thy warning when on 
earth, and they shall not share with thee the crown 
in heaven.” ‘‘ Depart, ye cursed.” At these 
words I awoke, bathed in tears. A while after 


country seem still under the blighting curse of|this, as we were sitting together on a Sabbath eve- 


ning, I related to them my dream. No sooner 


with approbation, while the greater portions of| did I begin, than first one, then another, yea, all 


of them, burst into tears. Five of them are now 
rejoicing in God their Saviour, and I believe that 
the Lord is at work with the other two, so that I 
doubt not, that he will give them all in answer to 
my prayers.” Could this father feel such deep 
distress in view of what he dreamed were the suf- 
ferings of his children, what must you feel, should 
you, in relation to yourself, find it an awful 
reality? 

Another reason why you do not repent, is, that 
you do not consider that to all eternity, you will 


hand of God, of hastening the entire renovation of be a being susceptible of the most intense suffer- 


ing or enjoyment. You do not consider how you 
shall feel should you finally be cast down to hell; 
should you find yourself where all is lost, eternal- 
ly lost, where happiness is lost, friends are lost, 








Written for the Youth's Cunpinitin. 
A THIRD TALK ABOUT REPENTANCE, 
Juliana. In a conversation some time ago, 


the reasons why I did not. 


can mention any others. . 


tion to break off from every known sin. 


mother, you told me I ought to repent, and give| ry retain, will give you pain. 
my heart to the Saviour, and mentioned some of} see no beings, but those whom you hate, and who 


I have been trying to} hate you, and are continually striving to increase 
think about them, and should like to know if you| your distress. 


heaven is lost, hope is lost. There are prison- 
ers of hope; but the poor lost sinner will be a 
prisoner without hope. There every thing that 
the eye can see, the heart can feel, or the memo- 
There your eye can 


There you will see those, who on 
earth, were light and trifling like yourself, and 


Mother. Another reason, which might be men-| who, by their example, helped to lead you in the 
tioned is, that you do not come to the full resolu-| way to ruin. 


‘There you will upbraid and curse 


You | each other, and mutually help to fill up the meas- 
think a little about it, partly resolve to reform,|ure of your sufferings. 
then turn away your mind, your thoughts become| feel despair, anger, malice, revenge, and every 


There your heart will 


occupied with other subjects, your heart is har-| evil passion; every thing thatcan make you the 


sure to eternal hell fearfully increased. 





dened, your conscience is seared, and your expo-| subject of unutterable woe. 


Another reason why you do not repent is, that | this life. 
you do not think how you shall feel when you come! providence of which you have been made the re- 


There your memory 
can retain all that you have enjoyed and abused in 
It can recall to mind all the bounties of 








which some of these men get into the dirt and pol- 


to die. 





cipient, all the blessings of friendship, allthe means 
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of instruction, all the prayers that have been of- 


let me go doy 
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vn, I would talk to them of Jesus and of 


fered for you, all the tears that have been shed for | Heaven, and they would want tocome. But, dearest 


you, all the summons you have heard, all the ex- 
hortations you have received. R. E. 











EDITORIAL. __ 





The following beautiful Communication from a Mother, was re- 
ceived after the three preceding pages were occupied, and is too good 
to be deferred.— Editor. 


A SWEET VOICE FROM THE SPIRIT LAND. 

Whether awake or dreaming I cannot tell, but 
sweet music seemed floating on the breeze, and a 
voice unearthly seemed to fall upon my ear. I had 
been weeping over the sudden removal of a beloved 
infant, and my sorrow was very deep. 1 feared ] 
should never again be comforted. ‘The promises of 
the gospel were indeed rich, and free, and precious, 
but my eyes dimmed with tears could not perceive 
them, and my wounded heart could not feel them. | 
thought it was well to mourn. 

‘he following language, addressed to my imagina- 
tion as the voice of my sweet child from the world 
of spirits, seemed to soothe my troubled mind. It 
roused my sinking energies, and constrained me to 
return to God and my duty. 

“‘ Weep not for me, dear mother,” seemed the de- 
parted little one to say. ‘ Know you not, I am with 
Jesus, to whom, when a very little infant, you gave 
me?” and to-whom you always prayed, that he 
would take care of your child, O mother! He has 
taken care of me. A shining angel took me from 
your arms. I left you weeping, mother, but I could 
not tell you where I was going, and what I saw. 
But he brought me to this blessed place, and here, I 
am as happy as I can be. I wish you, and “ father 
dear,” and my sisters wouldcome. There are many 
grown people here like you, and some older than | 
ever saw, and such multitudes of little children, that 
I do not think I could ever count them. The bright 
and beautiful angels are continually about our path, 
and Jesus himself is never far off. Werun about 
*‘ the sweet fields of Paradise,” we sit down upon the 
banks of the “‘ pure river, clear as crystal,’”? we gath- 
er fruit from the tree of life, and we are never weary. 
There is no night here. There is no pain, nor cry- 
ing. We do not wish to disobey our kind Saviour, 
and we cannot be unhappy. 

And, O dear mother! such music as we have. I 
used to love to hear you, and my dear father and my 
sisters sing, and though I could not say all the words, 
I tried to join with you; and when at prayers we 
sung, ** Love’s redeeming work is done,” I used to 
say it was “ pretty; but you would not think your 
earthly worship was music, should you once hear us 
little children sing in heaven. It is sweeter than any 
music of birds you ever heard, and we never feel 
tired of praising our dear Saviour. 

To-day, dear mother, they told me I should never 
go home to you again. I did not know before that I 
was to stay here always. But did you know how 
very happy I am, you would not wish me back. But 
shall I not see you, and my dear father in Heaven 
soon? I think it will not be long before God will let 
you come home. I shall be looking for you, for new 
spirits are coming all the time. 

And will you not tell your other children to be 
good, that they too may come to their “‘ darling little 
sister” in the skies? Will they not love to pray, and 
to serve the blessed Jesus, who has been so kind to 
me. O,heis more lovely than I candescribe. They 
must believe it, and by and by “they will see him as 
he is.” He will wash away their sins, and then they 
will be happy forever. 

O, warn them of that other place where the wicked 
go. Ido not know much about it, for no thought 
that will make us unhappy is allowed to enter here; 
but I think I should feel sorry not to see you all in 
this bright and beautiful world. O! if God were to 


mother, you will try to make them good; then, by 
and by we shall all sit down together on these heav- 


jenly hills, and talk of God’s goodness, We shall 


sing ‘redeeming love,” and serve God together in 
his temple, ‘‘ and go no more out forever.” 

And now, dear mother, dry up yeur tears. Weep 
not that God laid away so soon my little weary body 
in the grave. You know not the pain and sorrow 
from which I am saved. Think not of your lonely 
home, but of your happy child. And when you visit 
my little grave, and lean against the willow which 
your love has planted over it, and while with tearful 
eyes you look upon the Jittle stone which marks the 
spot where my little body slumbers. O,think, that 
not only the spirit of your child is safe, but that even 


*¢ This little dust, 
Our Father’s care shall keep,”’ 


and that in due time, even this “shall rise at the re- 
surrection of the Just.” Vv. 





VARIETY. 
Affecting Scene. 

The report of the Sabbath School mentions a 
very affecting scene, connected with a mother and 
her daughter. 

The daughter, during the past year, joined the Bi- 
ble class connected with the school. The first Sab- 
bath she was deeply impressed on account of her 
sins. She attended the female prayer-meeting of the 
class, and the exhortations there addressed to her 
were soon blessed in her hopeful conversion. On 
the next Sabbath, she came to the class, conducting 
her mother, who was fourscore and six yeurs old! 

Since then, this aged mother hopes she has given 
herself to the Saviour! Herlamentation now is, that 
this was not done before; but she is resolved to do 
what is in her power to redeem the time, 

What scene can be more affecting, than that of a 
child, who has just found her Saviour, conducting an 
aged parent to the same blessed friend.—S, S. Vis. 











eee 
Dreadful Accident from Gun Powder. 


Between two and three-o’clock on Sunday ning 
a dreadful accident from gun powder ned in 
Jersey city, at a house in Bergen street, occupied by 
a number of Irish families. Attached to the rear of 
the house was a rough addition, used as a sleeping 
department by one of the families named Mooney, in 
which lodged a daughter of Mooney, about ten years 
old, with a young woman of eighteen or twenty. In 
the room with the bed was a chest containing bed 
clothes, &c.; and in it was a keg which contained 28 
pounds of powder. For the purpose of getting more 
bed clothes, it is supposed, at the above hour the lit- 
tie girl left her bed and went to the chest with a light- 
ed candle, from the wick of which, it is supposed, a 
spark fell into the powder, and ignitec it; and the 
whole exploded. 

The unfortunate little author of the casualty was 
killed on the spot, and the young woman who lodged 
with her was so dreadfully burned that her life is in 
jeopardy. ‘The shed was blown to atoms, all the 
doors and windows of the lower part of the house 
were blown out, and a bed which stood near the 
door of the shed, in the front room, and in which a 
woman and her child were sleeping, was, with its in- 
mates, blown directly through one of the windows, 
and lodged in the street without injury to the sleepers. 
The stairs to the upper part of the house were also 
blown away, and every part of the building, which 
was of wood, was much shattered. Fortunately, 
however, though as mauy as twenty, were at the time 
in bed in the house, the two girls were the only ones 
who were seriously hurt.—N. Y. Sun. 


—=—— 
Sleeping in Church. 

The alarm of fire last night, was occasioned by 
two lads who attended a lecture given in the evening 
at Dr. Sharp’s Church, in Charles street, and falling 
into a deep sleep, from which they did not awake 
when the congregation was dismissed, were locked in 
by the Sexton on closing the Church. ‘Their slum- 
ber was protracted until midnight, when they awoke, 
and finding no other means of escape from imprison- 
ment, rang the bell. A watchman going to the 
church to learn the cause of the alarm, found the 
doors closed, and calling to the bell-ringers to know 
what they were about, was answered in a low voice, 


who brought the keys, and released the boys from 
their unpleasant predicament.— Trans, of 12th ult. 


———<-—— 
A Widow and her Two Sons. 


The Rev. Mr. James, of Birmingham, England, 
stated at an anniversary of the London Missionary 
Society, that an association was formed for mission- 
ary purposes among his people several years before, 
and that on this occasion, among the other contribu- 
tors, a youth of sixteen years of age, came forward to 
enroll his name. When he was requested to state 
how much he wished to subscribe, he replied with 
some diffidence, ‘ myself.” He was the eldest son 
of an unfortunate widow, to whom seven other chil- 
dren looked for support. The proffer of the young 
man could not be received without the mother’s con- 
sent. It was scarcely to be expected that her oldest 
son would be yielded up for the missionary service, 
when his exertions might soon prove useful to his 
widowed parent, in her indigent circumstances. ‘The 
inquiry was made, whether the son could be allowed 
to give himself to the missionary cause? ‘Let him 
go,” was the prompt reply of the devoted mother. 
**God will provide for me and my babes, and who 
am I, that I should be thus honored to have a son a 
missionary to the heathen?” ‘The young man, after 
obtaining an education, repaired to India, where he 
labored successfully and died. 

Several years afterwards, another son desired to 
walk in the footsteps of his brother. Again the 
widowed mother was called to decide, whether she 
could devote a son to the cause of missions. Her de- 
cision was, ‘‘ Let William follow Joseph, though it 
be to India, and to an early grave.” Her confidence 
in God was not unrewarded. ‘The evening of her 
life was spent in the enjoyment of unexpected pros- 
perity.—Vol. 7, Sermons before Lond. Mis. Soc’y. 


—@— 
The Last Words of a Great Man. 

The dying words of Sir Walter Scott to his son- 
in-law, Lockhart, were—‘ Lockhart, I may have but 
a minute to speak to you. My dear, bea good man— 
be virtuous—be religious. Nothing else will give you 
any comfort when you come to lie HERE.” 


There is a respect due from youth to age, which is always 
becoming, and tends to keep youth within the bounds of 
modesty.— Gilpin. 














POETRY. 





Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
LINES ON THE DEATH OF A CHILD. 
You mourn the sweetest rose 
Plucked from your garden bower,— 
A sunbeam blotted from your sky, 
To gild the lonely hour; 
You miss a voice of song, 
A brow no frown that wore, 
A fairy footstep from the hall, 
That must return no more. 
Yet think of all her bliss, 
The angel-robe who wears, 
So early call’d to soar above 
- Earth’s company of cares, 
Think how her warbled hymn 
In ecstacy doth rise, 
And in the arms of faith embrace 
Your darling in the skies. L. H. S. 


Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
WHAT IS PRAYER? 


Prayer is the wing on which we soar, 
With humble, contrite hearts to heaven; 
Prayer was the shield the apostles bore, 
To every Christian freely given. 
There’s nought but prayer can strengthen us, 
While trav’ling on life’s thorny road, 
There’s nought to afford so sure a pass 
To yonder bright and blest abode. 

If, while we tread earth’s varied maze, 
Prosperity on us descend, 

How great the snare,—the needful grace 
Is then by constant prayer obtained. 
And when afflictions draw us near 

'To Him who orders all aright, 

What heavenly peace is found in prayer; 
Soon it dispels the gloom of night. 

In youth or age, ’tis prayer alone 

‘That gives unmingled joy and peace; 
Not the possession of a throne, 

Affords such blissful happiness. 

Our Heavenly Father, teach us then 

To supplicate thy throne of grace, 

That we may be prepared to spend 








‘© We want to get out.” ‘The Sexton was sent for, 


Eternity in ceaseless praise. Voss. 
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